ARAMANTHA                      305

Our Flora to the meadow hies;

The poor distressed heifers low,                            85

And as sh' approacheth gently bow,

Begging her charitable leisure

To strip them of their milky treasure.

Out of the yeomanry o' th' herd,

With grave aspect, and feet prepared,                   90

A rev'rend lady cow draws near,
Bids Aramantha welcome here;
And from her privy purse lets fall
A pearl or two, which seem to call
This adorn"1 d, adored fairy                                    95

To the banquet of her dairy.

Soft Aramantha weeps to see
'Mongst men such inhumanity,
That those who do receive in hay,
And pay in silver twice a day,                            roo

Should, by their cruel barb'rous theft,
Be both of that and life bereft.

But 'tis decreed, whene'er this dies,
That she shall fall a sacrifice

Unto the gods, since those that trace                  105

Her stem show 'tis a godlike race,
Descending in an even line
From heifers and from steers divine,
Making the honoured extract full
In 16 and Europa's bull.                                     no

She was the largest, goodliest beast
That ever mead or altar blest;
Round as her udder, and more white
Than is the Mi]ky Way in night;
Her full broad eye did sparkle fire,                     115

Her breath was sweet as kind desire,
And in her beauteous crescent shone,
Bright as the argent-horned moon.

But see! this whiteness is obscure,
Cynthia spotted, she impure;                              120

Her body writhelTd, and her eyes
Departing lights at obsequies;
Her lowing hot to the fresh gale
Her breath perfumes the field withal;
To those two suns that ever shine,                      125

To those plump parts she doth enshrine,